NIGHT

as much exposed to danger as those of the combatants.
They wanted to impress him. But when he reached
Berlin again he should make it pretty clear in certain
exalted circles that they were leading a life of luxury down
here and did not deserve a moment's consideration. If
this country stayed neutral, as'by his visit to the King
to-morrow he hoped to secure for some time to comea
why, the post of military attach^ here would not be un-
enviable* He might try for it himself presently. Next
winter, for instance, it would be good to get a little
sunshine, and if that pretty little fair girl were still
here . . .

Queenie had finished her songs; and now the orchestra
was striking up the music for her dance.

It was not a first-class display. It was the kind of
dancing that may be seen in any pantomime on tour.
It was the kind of dancing that is called gymnastic. She
kicked very high first with one leg and then with the
other. She threw her head very far back, displaying her
supple form. She pulled up her short fluffy skirts a few
inches higher with one hand and went prancing round
the stage waving the other. She was too eager and
energetic to succeed in being graceful all the time j but
her long slim legs were so attractive, and she gave such an
impression of fragile youth and ethereal fairness that every
evening when she brought her dance to an end by doing
the splits and sustaining with smiles at the audience
her final pose she received the biggest ovation of the
night. Who was she ? What was she ? Nobody knew.
She had been blown here by the north wind. English ?
Perhaps. German? Just as probably. Scandinavian?
That was possible. How long would she stay here?
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